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a point, that he never afterwards approached M. de
Duras, and only spoke of him in fury. Whenever he
hazarded some joke upon M. de Duras, the King be-
gan to laugh, and reminded him of the mud-ducking
he had received.

Towards the end of his life, Rose married his grand-
daughter, who was to be his heiress, to Portail, since
Chief President of the Parliament. The marriage was
not a happy one; the young spouse despised her hus-
band; and said that instead of entering into a good
house, she had remained at the portal. At last her
husband and his father complained to Rose. He paid
no attention at first; but, tired out at last, said if his
granddaughter persisted in her bad conduct, he would
disinherit her. There were no complaints after this.

Rose was a little man, neither fat nor lean, with a
tolerably handsome face, keen expression, piercing
eyes sparkling with cleverness; a little cloak, a satin
skull-cap over his grey hairs, a smooth collar, almost
like an Abbe's, and his pocket-handkerchief always be-
tween his coat and his vest. He used to say that it
was nearer his nose there. He had taken me into his
friendship. He laughed very freely at the foreign
princes; and always called the Dukes with whom he
was familiar, " Your Ducal Highness," in ridicule of
the sham Highnesses. He was extremely neat and
brisk, and full of sense to the last; he was a sort of
personage.